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Robart Cameron, cnj'talint, econsults
H‘llh'p Civde, newspup pubifate=" re
mritng anonymous b e aien s jetie:n he

&8 recelved. The firs: prothlses 0 sompls
f the writer's [Ty i ria/n day
that day the head ‘s mys‘or aly r~ut
m A portralt o Cameron while e lat-
r Is In the room
STALLMENT 2

CHAPTER 1L

Rifle Bhots Tcho In the Waeda
Of conveying even a t!'he of the hor

por 1 experienced at Cameron's dis |

elosure | am nigh hopeless. The more

we dlscussed the occurrence the less |

Suaceptible It geemed o expinnation
And what s o tor-"/ving ne the In.
eaxplicable, or so drecdiul as the In
tangible” Here, npparently, was an
epemy of ealm and cunning malignity
who chose to muapifest his power In o
manner almost ludlerously puerlie—
save as It pointed with slgnificant fin.
ger to some dire pnd Inevitable gequel
=yeot with such erafty sooresy as com.
pletely to mystify and dismay
Cameron showed me the mutilated
portrait. He had taken It down al
most Immedintely, and hod hidden
away in a closet of ¢ 1l belind |
array of raluncon's cutting hue
been done, cvidentls ith on exceed
ingly keen blade, nreo very dexterous
Iy done. PBut thai It shouid have been
accomplished In tvwolve winutes, while
Cameron =t In the room, not fifieen
feet distant, wos bheyond onr eompre
hension. Absorpiion in hiz bo ok was
the nearest we come to a solutlo=, and
that was gcarcely tonahle. For ‘here
was the crowded top of 2  book-
shelves. To cut the canvas, %e van
dal must either have stood “nun that
or have rearod p ladder. ‘Thore was
not room for the foot of a chiid on the
shelf-top: and as for the ladder, it was
anthiukable, How could o ladder have
been carvled v and oul without Cam
eron belng conscious of 11* From
every posglble angle we viewad the In-
eldent, muking cvery conccivalle con
oesslon, and no half-way pinusit'e an
swer to the riddle preseniod Heclf
And though our common-scnse 10 | us
that the time of mimeles vis long
past, that no Gyges’ ring nor  Albe
rich's clonk survived to ihis duy to
make Invigible theler wenrers, there
peralsted, neverthelves, o oV, uroam
By eense of the sapornpural, ogulte
evident 1o me n
volce and furtive manner. and in my
own unwonted nervous disgulatuide
We sat very late. 1 wiched, il pos
sible, to learn If at an; dmwe In my
friend's N1e he hind done «u:ht ta en
gender an cpmity 1o which  these
strange developments could be traced
=whether, for instance, in the npot
blood of his youth In 8¢ 4« far lund he
had provoked the vengean of one
whoee humor 1t [ neve to forget As
we tolked | come to know Cameron
better than 1 Lied ever known him he
fore, Vo bured to me much of his
ently career; he pave me a  cleprer
view of his tomporamental qualities;
and yet | could not but fecl that he
Jeft the vitnl point untouched, that be
peath his seoming frank-ees there iny
bidden, shivlded, some one eplsode
perhaps, which might let the light in
upon our dark, ¢s8, For my question
was evaded rather than an wered
Preasently, we went back to the let.
ters ond dissccted them, eonldly and
eritically, sentence by wentence, and
while the weird Influence which they
had ex«rted upon me f the Nrst rend
Ing Increased stimulated possibly by
the Incident of the porteall, stil] we
reached n certnin practical. common
penge view as to their ofiging for we
eame 1o gee 0 them wlat we be
Neved 10 he | hand of a religious
funatie Certglyy expresgions, we con
cluded, were g itlons. I they were

not Hihl WET erininly of
sacred geneels And the discovery
WhE Dot reassuring. It lent, indeed,

an added prick 1o the perturbation we
already experirnced.

Nor did the absence of a epecified
date I ihe second promised demon
otra fo of pover tend 10 relleve our
unencinees  In this sllence we found
the acme of cunning cruelty Any day
&t any hour, some other miystifying
soultorturing incigent was linble to

- @ecur.

1 tried to argue that the seventh day

Coameron's husiod
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[ was implied, inasmuch eas the second
note was recelved on the same day'of
the month as the first, and was a mere
continuation of the original threat
ful my contention lacked the intrinsle
itrength which ecarries conviction,
and, as Cameron put i1, we couid only
“watch and walt;" for the communl
atione offered no alternative. They
mnde no demand which belng com-
plied with would avert penalty. Only
implacable and inevitable retribution,
calm, patient, and delermined, effused
fromn every llne.

But, In epite of Cameron's evident
anxiety—and In using that term | am
very miidly stating his obvlous condl
‘ion of mind—Le sternly refused to
consult elther the police or the private
detectives.,

“You may not know,” he explained
“that | am largely interested fn a cer
tain line of Industrinl enterprises, the
shares of which are listed on the New
York Stock Exchange. Should the pub.
| lle bBecome aware that my life s
‘hreatened, very serious congequences
might ensue In the market. No, Clyde,
whatever |8 done, must be done by
| ourselves, and by friends whom we

nn trust absolutely. 1 ecan take no

risk of this horrid thing getting Into

e newepapers, Pesides,” he added.

with n kindly, econsiderative smile,

Evelyn must be kept In Ignorance,

vot for worlds would | have her trou-

led by our perplexing enigma.*™
‘ My suggestion that he should go

abhroad for a time, or nt least spend a

few weeks at Newport, was met with
similar chstinate refueal.

“I admit that 1 have heen somewhat
upset by this extraordinary combina.
to," wis the way he expressed It
‘but 1 am not a coward. | am not go-
| ‘ug to run. Even If | were Inclined to
40 g0, what should | gain? If a man
| be not exfe in his own house, where In
Henven's name ls he likely to find
I safety 1
| Quite naturally | was led hy this ex-
| preesion to  inguire whether, per
chance, he mistrusicd any ¢® 1\hie many

eraong who were «mployed in the

bouee and about the estate, But, some
vhat to my surprise, he was almost
gravely offended by the mere sugges
ton, Neverthelegs there were severnl
sutures of the affair, chief of them

¢ manner in which the let ers were
ccejved, which caused me to dwell
with some mental persistence on this

18 the most profitable ground for spec-
| ulntion. And when at length, in the
morning's emall hours, 1 returned to
my home and to my bed, I carried the
thought with me,

The gowing of this eeed in the sub
onscious garden of my mind brought
forth fruft after ite kind. 1 awoke
with n perfecily elear understanding
of how that which, the night before,
had seemed ®o Impossible of accom-
plishment was, perhaps, after all,
merely o harlequin trick, quite simple
when explalined.

With the pew day, too, and the
sunlight, and the cheery brightness of
my own rooms, there came a Ufting of
{that eppresgive ntmosphere of the eso
| terie which at Cameron's had set my
| nerves out of plumb and my reason
|on the bins Indeed I was fully con
I vinced thnt we had heen foolishly con-

gtructing an Alpine chain out of a mis
erable Hitle row of mole hills, and |
determined to lose no time in bringing
Cameron, whom 1 now regarded as
moeet peedlessly alarmed, to my own
‘\\!mh gome way of thinking.
Directly after breakfast, therefore, |
wet forth on foot for my nelghbor’s,
| ehoosing the #! ore road as the riore
direct of the two routes.

| Personaliy, my taste In landscape ¢
| tor distant view In pl‘ffl'ﬂ*l'l.t‘? to nenr
at-hord folinge. My own house, which
i fashlon«d In semblance of n Pem
pelfan villa, 118 cream-white walls
punetuated with shutters of a8 some-
what ¥ivid peagreen and crowned by

ently sloping roofs of Ithe same
hright color, gnzes oWl across Sram:

rd Harbor and the blue waters of
the Sound, to where on clear days the
renetled outline of Eaton's Neck
shows purple in the distance, There
are no towering, umbrageous trees to
interrupt the ou look, only low, care
fully-trimmwed  shrubs, nadorning a
| serles of merble sculpture-dotted ter
races, woll below the line of vislon
fut the Cpmeron place, reflecting the
Towpsbury penchant for arborieulture,
i quite the reverse The prosp nt
| from the windoews snd ve.nndahs of
| the fine old mansion s mil groen vistas
{and leafy perspe ctivas, with ouly =&
| glint of suneparkled waves, chance-
f aught between gray boles or when
[the wind epreads a momentary open
1.1 ¢ In the folluge
| My wony te Cameron’s led through a

veritable fores: of such luxuriant leaf
age thot the pa h more than half the

| time was In twilight, while to right

ind left the shadows deepened intn

dork in the clulstral recisses of the

woodlind heart, The gilence was pro
lfuuml No volee of blrd nor seurrying
foot of squirrel Invaded the morning
hush of those ramous depths, My own
footsteps on the soft turf returned mo
sound

A baif-mile or more | had walked In

this mute greenwood peace, when
hurp und clear there echoed through
the verdurous aleles the crack of a
rifle. and 1 came to a sudden, Involun-
tary halt.

Then It occurred to me that it was the

third day of the open season for vafl
birde, and that it was the report of &
shot-gun | had . heard, fired by some
sportsman, off on the shore, thers, (0
my right. And so | resumed my tramp,
with cars keen for a repetition. Al
most immediately | was rewarded, and
then 1 knew that it was no rall bird
gunner, for the shot was unmistakebly
a rifle shot, and it was fired In the
depth of the wood, to the left of ma

Three times more 1 heard It, in falr
Iy rapid successlon, and sounding al
waya from ahoul the same direction |
eannot say that It gave me any un:
casiness, but It perplexed me In a miléd
way, arousing a passing curlogity as
to its object. And ihen, | came out
upon the wellkept, gravelled drive
which clreler the closecropped, vel
vety Cameron lawn, and ecatching
sight of Camercn himself, In riding
breeches and puttees, romping with
one of his picturesquely graceful Rue
siag wolf.hounds, promptly forgot all
about it.

He came across the sward to mee:
me, the great, gaunt white hound
pressing cloee to his elde, and |
thought | saw that he, too, had ex-
perfenced the Inspiriting influence of
the morning.

“l have found an answer,” 1 cried,
while he was still Afty yards away,
“poseibly the answer."

He raised his brows In question, and
the hound, with open jaws, fondled his
wrist

“I had a horseback rlde before
breakfasl,” he told me, as he ghook
my hand *“Then | spent an hour at
the kennels. We've a fine new brood
of colile pupples. You must se= thém ™

“1 want t0,” I returned,

“What do you say to tennis?”" he
suggpested, Irrclevantly. “"ast a set
It's o fine morning for ten.is'

“If you can lend me a palr of ghoes,”

I consented, glaring down at 1y hoote,
A dozen pairs,” he smiled "Come
o my dressing room. Lov  will fit

1 out.”

| was scarcely prepared for this

nnge In my friend’'s mood, nd far
rom happy over it. He was mvidently
letermined to Igpere the subject that
had so eng-ossed us the nlght before,
hopiug to find surcease of harassing
hought lu a =estless round of activi-
tles. The condition was n merbld one
which 1 belleved should be disco .r
aged; the more so ns | possessed whnt
| fancled was a perfectly oractlcal se
lution of that which hyherto had
seemed to us an  Inexplicoble  phe-
nome -n. And | was a little “nnoy~1,
ton, that m good tidings should be
thur disregarded

When, therefure, we had entered
he hall and Cameron was leading to-
wards the broad, ascending stalrcasa,
| paused

“Do you mind giving me just a
minute?”

Hea gtovped, turned; and
yuegtioning silence.

“A mintte In your study,” 1 added,
in explanation,

Relgect~ntly, It geemed to me, he
rossed o the study door, and throv
ing it open, stood aside that 1 might
precede him

The rcom appeared fur less grim
and gloory than when | had last en
tered It, Iis windows [foaced the
gouth; and between the olive-green
Inpestry curtning the eun poured In A
flood, lighting up the far corners, glint.
g on the 1t ornaments of the writ-
ing table, and bathing In dazzling
gplendor the burnighed bronzes on the
rrowded top of the book-ghelves,

"l gpe you are not disposed to res
eyme our dlscyssion of last night,” 1
hegan, when Cameron, having c'ased
the door behind him, halted just in-
‘ide, and w1t hands In pockets, await-
rd my epening. “Flut 1 woant to ghow
voy that we hiave been in very much
the samée position ns
hildren who wateh the prestdigin
etir,  We have Imagined something
nmazingly like a miracle, which, in
polnt of (act, 18 enpable of 0 very sim
ple, commonplince explanation.”

“You menn the cutting out of the
head of the portrait?” he nsked, with
kind!ing interost.

“1 do."

"You have dlscovered how It was
done, before my €yes, §0 0 speak.
ind yet—1"
| “] have dlgcovered how It may have
peen done,” | Interrupted.

He moved his head Just perceptibly
from slde to slde In skepticnl gesture

“The door of this room I8 seldom
locked ?" 1 queried, ignoring the Indi
cated skeptici=m.

“Never locked.” he answered,

‘It would be quite possible for any
one, knowing that you were whsent,
ta gpend an hour or 80 bere, uninter
rupted?

“Any one?' he questioned

“Any one who had gained entrance
to the houze,” | amplified

“Oh, yes, | presume so”

“They would have ample time to
clear & spnee on Yhe  book-shelves,
climb up, wnd carefully cut out (he
head, or eny part, or the whole of a
portralt, if 'hey were so Inclined *"

1 paused for his answer, bit be only
smiled with a sort of incredulous tol
€rance.

“Would they not? | inststed Bui

stood In

ing :
“My dear Clyde,” he wscoffed, “of

what use is all this? The pourtrait was

the wwmdeilng |

Cameron was most perverse this morn.’

eut, not while T was absent, but white
| was present. 1 saw It complete at
three ¢'clock; At twolve minutes past
three, [t was mutilated”

“My contention fis,” 1 explnined,
quite patiently, “tbat while you saw
it complete at three o'clock, the cut
hud alresdy been made, but the cut
portion bLad not been removed. In
other woris, the cutting having been
deltly done with & thin, sharp knife, It
was perfectly feasible to leave the por
traft apparently Intact, though with
the slightest effort the inciscd portion
could subsoguently be relensed—with,
suy, a ploce of cord, glued o the back
for that especial purpose.”

Now that | had made myself clear,
Cameron was qulek to acknowledge
the poesibility of such a method.

“And the cord, you monn, led down
behind the bankss! #1ves, and perhoaps
through a window 2" he suggested,

“P.oclerly. And was pulled by some
one on the outaide.”

“Yes," lie sold, thoughtfully. "Such
an explonation 18 net unressonable
The t(hing, really, must Lave been
lone In some such woy."

“And don't you eee,” 1 burrled on
with my sdvantage, “how utterly

heap ihis makes the whole afinir?
Ihere’'s nothing at all impressive In
that performnnce when you find out
oty 1t was done, If the next demon
stratlon Is po better than such clap
trap, you may rest nssured you have
a very plearunlah sort of mountebank
villain 10 deal with. &o, cheer v, My
dear man, and 11 ghow you a few
tricks at lepnis that may be equally
eye-opeuing.”

Unquestionably my friend appeared
relleved. [Dur 1 eame to fancy later
that the appearance was feigned for
my benefit, Certaluly he was not cen-
vineed, aud In that proved himself
possesged of an Intultion, a world

ore ac ¢ than my own,
CHAPTER 111,
The Target.

The set at tennis having finished
with vietory perching on my banners,
I made excuse to put off the inspectivn
f the collie pupples until another

time, resumed my walking boonts and,
with a parting If fu'ile admonition to
Cnmeron to “think no more about it,"
started on my homeward way

My route lay again through the min
lature forest, for the day had wexed
uncomfortably warm  with the ap-
proanch of novon, and there was scant
shade on the high-road between our
two houses. In the wood, however
the alr was gratsfully co2l and 1
strode on at a good pace, breathing
deeply and with enjoyment the bHosky
wdors which greeted me afresh at
every step.

The dead silonce which | hod re
hrarse tooting of a steamboat whistle,
somewhere off share, and hy the ghrill

their eylvan qulet

1 had succesded in putting aside, for
the moment at leagt, all rthought of
Cameron, his anonyrious letters, and
hie mutilnted portrait, and was duel-
ling on my dlgappolntment at not hav-
ing caught even €0 much ag & glimpse
of Evelyn Grayson duting my morn-
ing vielt to Cragholt. It is true that |
hrd gone there with a single purpose
| In mind—to convey to Cameron what
|1 believed to he an important theory—
| hut underlving this, 1 renlized

oven, that | should see Evelyn, | wos
tempted, Indeed, to a tegret that 1 had
not walted, visited the k-"ITI“Il; and
accepied Cameron'®s  Invitatlon for
luncheon, which would doubtless have
insured me a few words at least with
| my Goddess of Youth.

While on the verge of this self-re-
pronch my epirits suddenly lifted, for
the ateam whistle having died awayv
In the distapce and the fleathered
| chorleters having  relapsed into a

plegeed ollrp that merely accenfed
the atillness, here broke all at once
on the mute calm of the woodland the

silver swectness of a glrl's singing

“lenr and regonant it rang through the
forest algles; n volce T knew beyond
mistnking. Evelyn Grayson was com-
| ing townrds me over the scented turf
St nidden by a bend In the path, {he
melody alone measured for me her ap
prowch, It was v French chanson she
was Hting a lyrle of Baucelaire's, of
which we were “oth fond

Sweet music sweeps me like the aea
Toward my p*'* atar,
\\Iwra'll-r-' h'r.! L Lo there or ull the
I sall nfar
And then she came nround the turn,
At first ehe did not see me, for her
eyes were lifted with her volee, and,!
had time to mark the fascinnting
grace of her long, free siride, before
she becamre conscloiie of my presence
and checkrd and shortened It.  8he
wore a frock of white serge, the
skivt'e edge at her ankles, reveallng

weep of white sllk  hose And her
flower-like face lonked out through n
frame of Leghorn straw  and  pink
roses, tled snuely beneath her sofily
rounded chin with the filmiest of long,
floating white veils  You ean Imngine
he picture ehe made, there In (his
green glade, with her big bLlve eyvea

alight with glad surprise, and the

worm blood suddenly ricen In hav
checka.

“You trusnt!” 1 eried, in joculur rep-
rimend, “Are you always golng to run
away when I visit Cragholt T

She pouted prettily, 1 detest o wom-
an who pouts, ordinarily. There is
usunlly euch palpable affectation about
{t. But Evelyn’s pouting was winsome
se ap Infant's. Besides it was only
momentary. Then her eyes flashed nnd
her foot was planted very hara, for
such a tiny thing, on the green Kraas
bindes.

“'m nut & truant,” she declared,
with feigned Indigna:lon, “and | never
thotight of running away. That's just
your conceited manly imag!nation.
You funcy that everything 1 do cam
have but one cause, and that Is your-
s¢lf. How, pray, was | to know you
‘ntended paylng us a morning call?

“Tut, tut,” | caught her up. “What
a litle spltfire we have here! If you
hadn't deserted me so shamefully last
svoning, | shouldn’t have minded this
morning, o much. As It la, it scems
aeons since | saw you"

Now she gmilod until her_dimples
nestled.  “That is much betfer,” she
returacd, gayly, "and deserves a reply,
just us my action of lnst evening de-
serves prafee, and not rebuke. 1 sac-
rifleed mysclf and my pleasure for.one
1 Jove”

“Not for me, surely!”

“Did 1 use the word conceil & mo-
ment ago? Are you the only maa I
love?

“1 hope s0," | answered, impudently.

“Thero 18 another,” ghe confessed,
In mock tragedy. “Dehold his face!™

1 hod not noticed that she held &
lttle roll in ber Land, for my eyes had
been ever on hers: so, when abrupily,
she spreod out and held before me the
missing head from Cameron's portralt,

| was doubly unprepured. 1 know 1
was startled.  €he sald afterwards
that | went v v white, 1 suppose 1

did; for with “e rush ol realization
cime such o ¢lwin of supposition as to
drive me momentarily diszy. For a
| second or more 1 stood dumhb, while
| my hand went out In eager rench for
the gcrap of canvas, which, 1 ind ob-
served, instantancously, bhore four pers
forations, #1l of a size--the size of a
rifle bullet. With that d scovery had
recurred the shots | had heard; and
following this, came n maze of cons
jee'ure, going brek to that first letter,
then to the palnting’s mutllation, and
on through devious ways to the morn-
ing’s target practice; and plways with
one or another of Camcron’s trusted
servants us the chief actor.

When I recovercd my compos o8 |
found Evelyn backing wilfully . way
from my covetous hand.

marked earlier was broken now by the |

volees of birds, appmvently {o resent- |
fui protest at this raccous Invasion of |

]
now, |
| wans more than a hope, a confidence |

dainty, snowy buckskin tles nnd just o

“It I& the pleture of ke man | love,”
the was saving, teasiugly. "A very,
very good man'

“But where did you get 117" 1 asked
crerfously . "Du you know where It
came [rom?”

Suddenly she wneg as grave as |
could wish
| ! found it nalled to a tree,” the an
lawered. “Wasn't 't cdd? How do you
suppoge it came there? It Inoks Mk
the portrait that hung In Unele
Ilobert's sludy. Do vou suppose he
arew to disiike i, and cut it up and
threw It awny?"

Now 1| found myeelf 1o some Hitle
embarragsment It 1 was to obey
Cameron's Injunction 1 could not tell
Evelyn tke truth, Y&t | was in no
pogition to make light of her lind. On
he other band ! must learn from har
lust where ghe hnd come upon It, and
0 trace, Il poesible, the persun who

| had fired the ehols which riddled it

“My denr girl” I said, adopting.m
tone of cujolery, “we have here, |
think, a matter In which we both can
be of service—very voluable sorvice,
indeed, to that beloved uvncle and
puardian of yours Dul, you must trust
me, abaolutcly, and, for the present at
least, you must glve 1o him no hint of
what we hove In liand. Do yon un-
derstand ¥

She laughed In that merry rippl!ﬁg
fashion which I had found not the
lenst of her charms

‘Do | understend?™  she repenced,
lnying » band on my arm In emphasis
of her amused tolerance. “Do 1 un-
derstand?  Of course | don't, and 1

hun't, untll you hove pnewered at
leaer a halfdozen whys and whats,”

“But you muet trust me.” ! lusisted,
“and a8 primary evidence of that tryst
vou will proceed at once to hand over
0 me. fqr examination, that somewhat
domaged plece of portraliure which
vou are holding behind vou.”

Very wide her cyes opened in en In-
nocent, almost infentile stare, as ahe
agked: -

“Do you really mean it, Philip?

“Really,” | nnswered, gravely, “l'd
like to tell you all about W, right bere
md now, but thnt might spoll every:
thing. g0 you must Ehow what a sirong
womunly womasn vou are, by keeping
ellence ard walting™

In token of compliunce ghe gave
me the oval plece of canvas

“1 wonder who punched ithe holes
In It!™ she remarked, rucfully, *\Who
ever it was, they were shockingly dis
respeotful.”

I tried to funcy what she would
have eald hiud she known Lhey were
bullet holes. Fvidentiy thet posalbils

ity had not sceurred 10 her and | was
glad that it hind not.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)




